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ITa rain-drench'd coats and mire-clad feet | Aſtoniſh'd ſaw Halia's plains 


Our fair kind Misr RESSES to greet ; 
To wiſh, ſincerely, with our MasTERs, 
An end to troubles and diſaſters, 
Your NEWSMEN, conſtant to their time, 
In lowly guiſe, and doggrel rhyme, 
Preſume, with diſſidence, to ſtate 
Their humble ſervices, and wait 
To taſte your heart'ning Chriſtmas cheer, 
To uſher in the new-born year; 
And, with your wonted ANNUAL BooN 
To chaſe away chill Winter's gloom. 


Full fifty times around the ſource 

Of light the Earth has ta'en her courſe, 
Since firſt our predeceſſors bore 

The Lewes JouRNAL to your door, 
To tell of Walpole's domineering, 

Of fights by land, of privateering ; 
How Hawke aud Ruſſel ſcour'd the main, 
How France was beat, how humbl'd Spain! 
Theace on, with conſtant weekly toil 
We've borne it thro” each dirty mile, 
Like Fame, to blazon thro? the land 
The public deeds of ev'ry hand; 

With ſtricteſt juſtice to relate 

The ?tangled moves of ev'ry State; 

To bring your Honors 7% for muſing, 
Or argument, if that's your chuſing. 


But, as our old Compos'tor ſays, 

No politics of former days 

Are worthy notice, when we view 
The direful days ſince Ninety-two ; 

And chief, in laſt palt ſcowling year, 
How copious flow'd the orphan's tear ; 
All Evrope heard the widow's moans, 

Be wail'd the wounded Soldier's groans; 


Enſanguin'd with her choiceſt Swains ; 
Rhine's hoſtile banks, on either fide 
Shew'd ſlaughter'd hoſts ; her waters, dy'd 
| Of crimſon hue, rolPd ſlow ly on, 


3 Bluſhing for deeds her Sons had done. 


Here Hope a diſtant proſpect clear'd, 
Mid glimm'ring rays, ſweet Peace appear'd ; 
Negociation too was ſeen, | 
Standing the hoſtile ranks between; 
| Whilſt northern Catherine's blood-ſtain'd feet, 
Lay wrapt within a winding ſheet, — | 


From carnage turn'd, the glutted eye 


Fix*d on Lacroix and Malmſbury ; 

But fierce Bellona, yet untir'd, 

With curſt Ambition both inſpir'd, 
They parted ! angry looks cach wore, 
Hope fled, and Peace was ſeen no more ! 


Excuſe digreſſion,—for the Muſe 

Of NewsMEN does not always chuſe 
To be controld,—but ſpurns all guards 
Like Muſes of ſuperior Bards ; 

| And runs from Chriſtmas beef and beer, 
To traverſe thro” a warlike year, 

| Leaves your warm fire. ſides to go 

O'er Alpine hills be-capt with ſnow, 
Bur, like the Prodigal, returns, 

To talk of Suſſex ſtorms by turns, 

Of pelting rains, of driving winds, 

To gently jog our PaTRoYN's minds, 
By faying, ev'ry New-Year's MEED 
Angments our. diligence and ſpeed ; 
To wiſh ſweet PEACE may once more reign, } 
| With ſmiling PLENTY in her train, 6 
| E'er News-Year's tide returns again! | 
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